

The Tragedie 

Your Highncfle told me I fhould poft before, 
K*», Mymindeis changd fir, my minde is changd,' 
How now, what nevves with you* Enter Darby] 
Dar. None good my Lord, to pleafe you with the hearin* 
Nor none lo bad but ii may well be told. • 

K<».Hoiday,ariddle, neither good nor bad; 

Why dooft thou runne fo many mile about, 
fPoen thou may ft tell thy tale a ncerer way, 

Once more what newes? 

Richmond is on the feas. 

There let him finke,and be the feas on him, 
finite huerd runnagate,what doth he there* 

Da. I know not mighty foueraigne but by guefle. 

King* Well fir. ? as you guefle, as you guefle. 
nt fr- grng.St urd vp by Dorfei,Buckingham,and Elie, 

Hie makes for England, there to claime the crowne. 

jTi», Is the Chayre eroptic? is the fword vnfwaid? 

Is the king dead? the Empire vnpofleft? 

Whathcireof Yorke is there ahue but we/ 

And who is Englands king, but great Yorkes hefre* 
Then tell me,whath doth lie vpon the fca? 

Dar, V nleflc for that my liege, /cannot ^uefle. 

King. Vnlcfle for thar,he comes to be your liege, 

You cannot gueirc, wherefore the Welchmen comes, 
Thou wilt rcuolt, and flic to him I fcare. 

Dar. No mightie liege,thcrefore miftruft me not. 

Kin, Where is thy power then to bcate him backe* 
Where are thy tenants, and thy followers ? 

Are they not now vpon the \Xefternelhore, 

Bafe conducing the rebels from their fhippcs. 

Dar. No my good Lord, my frtends are in the North, 

■K tw.Cold ft tends to Richard, what do they in the North? 
W hen fliey fhould feme, their foueraigne in the Weft. 

Dar,i hey haue not bin commanded mightic foueraigne 
Pleafe it your Maieftietogiueme leaue, 

He m lifter vp my, friends and meeteyotflr Grace 
W liere and what tin e your Maieftie fall pleafe! 

Kiri.l, ’.thou would U be gone to ioyne with Richmond, 
/'Aili nor truftycu Sir. 

Par, Mofl mi'ihtie fouerai™.. 




of. Richard the third. 

Youhaueno caufetohold myfrindfhip doubtful!, 

Liter was, nor ncucr will be falfe. , , 

rt Well.^o mufter men jbutheareyou.leauebelnndc 
Yourfonne George Stanlic.looke your faith befirme: 

LJ e his heads afliiranceis but hade. 
pari Dcalc with him, as I proue true to you. Exit, Dor. 
Enter a Me finger. _ 

Mef My Gratious fouerainge, now in Deuonlhir*! 

A s / bv friends am well aduertifed , 

^ir William Courtney, and the haughtie Prelate, 

Bilhop of Exeter, his brother there, 

With many moeconfiderates, arcinarmes. 

Enter another UVfeffengtr . 

Mef. My liege,in Kent the Guilfords are in armes, 

And cueryhoure more competitors > _ 

flockc to their ayde, and flill their power mereafeth. 

Enter another Mefftnger, 

Mef. Lord,thearmie of the Duke of Buckingham, 

He ftrtkfth him. 

King. Out on you owles,,nothing but fonges of death. 
Take thatvntill thou bring me better newer, _ 

Mef ;Y out Grace miftakes.the newes 1 bring is good, 
My newes is, that by fudden flood and fall of water, 
TheDukc of Buckinghams armie is difpreft and fcattered 
And he himfelfe fled no man knowes whither. 

King. O / cry y ou mercie, 1 did miflake, 

Ratchfte reward him for. the blow' /gaue him; 

Hath any well aduifed friend giuen out, 

Rewards for him that brings in Buckingham? 

Mef , Such proclamation hath bin tr ade my liege. 

Enter another UMeffenger. 

Mef, Six Thomas £oiicll and Lord Marques Dorfet, , 
Tisfaid my Liege are vpin armes, 

Yet this good comfort-bring I to your Grace, 

The Bi ittaine Nanie is difperft, Richmond in Dorfliire 
Scntoutaboat.eto askethemonthe fhore, 

If they were bis afliftants yea, or nc-; 

anfwered him they came from Bucking ham, 

1 ’s partie; heroifirufling them, 
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